To my surprise this impertinence was greeted with a
squeaky chuckle from the other end.

'Anything else?5

Rashly, I gave way to the impulse to deliver a further
jibe.

'I don't suppose you'll think it important, but last
night I was knocked down by somebody in the garden
and searched.' Even as I said it I knew that I had been
very foolish. This time there was no answering chuckle
but a sharp order to repeat myself. I did so.

There was a significant silence. Then:

'Why didn't you say so at first instead of wasting time?
Did you identify the man? Explain yourself.'

I explained myself. Then came the question that I
had been dreading.

'Has your room been searched?'

'I think so.'                                         , .

'What do you mean by "think so"?'

'Two rolls of film were taken from my suitcase.'

'When?'

'Yesterday.'

'Was anything else taken?' The question was very
deliberate.

'No.' The camera, after all, had been taken from the
chair in the hall.

There was another silence. Now he was going to ask
me if the camera was safe. But he did not do so. I thought
we had been cut off, and said: 'Hello!' I was told to wait
a minute.

My head throbbing painfully, I waited two minutes. I
could hear a murmur of voices, Beghin's squeak and the
Conimissaire's growl, but I could not catch what they
were saying. At last Beghin returned to the telephone.